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KNIFE 

of a 

THOUSAND 

CDTS 

by Gardner F. Foi 

SUDDENLY he saw the glint of moonlight 
on the knife and knew that the Black 
1 Cult was on his trail. Evan Hardin 
turned, fumbled at his belt for the gun tucked 
into the broad leather. He had an answer for 
the Black Cult— in hot lead! 

For a single instant, he could see the man 
molded in moonlight. He was a swart, bronzed 
man, naked to the waist. A turban, badge of 
the Cult, was wrapped about his head. He was 
standing, knife in hand, at the far end of 
the street. Hardin knew the man was touching 
the knife, feeling its point sharp and hard; 
was planning to sink that blade in Hardin's 
back! 

Hardin grinned, swore under his breath. 
"I'll get him. yet. He doesn't know the city 
like I do. I'll lead him a pretty chase, just as 
I led his fellow Cultists in Calcutta. . ." 

Hardin yanked his gun free of his belt, held 
it poised and ready in his hand. He thought. 
Let him come after me now. 1 Just let him. 

He was near the wharves, down here. If 
he could decoy his man onto one of the long 
docks, pump him full of lead, weight his body 
and drop it overboard, he would be forever 
free of the Black Cult. The salt air was 
strong in his nostrils as he turned and began 
to run. 

Behind him he could hear the slap-pat of 
naked feet following him. . . . 

. . . Just as the naked feet had come after 
him in Calcutta, the night he lifted the KuFan 
emeralds from the neck of Ming Tei, priestess 
of the Cult. He had been to a lawn party 
given by the town governor, had mingled witii 



the guests as "that American explorer." Ming 
Tei had been pretty, had let him tell her stale 
jokes, had let him feed her poppied wine 
(into which he had slipped the drug so she 
would not see). When she reeled and fell into 
his arms, he was in a corner of the garden; 
he had placed her gently on the grass, had 
deftly undone the snap of the priceless 
emeralds and slipped them into his pocket. 

A turbaned guard had seen him, had given 
chase. Across the cobble-stone streets of the 
city, Hardin had led the man. When they 
were in the shadows. Hardin shot him down 
and left him there in a pool of his own blood. 

He had taken the next boat to the States, 
had sold the emeralds to a collector at a fancy 
price. He had forgotten all about it until the 
Cult sent him a message: threatening his life 
unless the emeralds were returned. . . . 

Now. running along the wharf, hearing the 
hollow wood thud and pound under his feet, 
he chuckled to himself. He lifted his gun up, 
snapped off the safety catch. 

He turned his head — 

That was where Evan Hardin made his mis- 
take, to turn his head. For if he had not turned 
his head, he would have seen the looped rope 
piled up on the wharf — would have seen it 
and stepped aside to avoid it. 

He did not see it. He was looking behind 
him. His foot hit the rope. He pitched for- 
ward, falling. 

The gun flew out of his hand. It seemed to 
hang a moment in midair, then fall faster and 
faster. Hardin bounced on the wooden wharf- 
ing, but he was up and scrambling on hands 
and knees after the gun. 

The revolver hit the edge of the wharf. It 
bounced. It slid. It went toward the edge — 

— and fell overf 

Hardin heard the flat splash as it landed in 
the water of the harbor. He could picture it 
sinking down and down, past the clutching 
seaweed, comine to rest on the muddy bottom. 

Frightened, Hardin turned his head. 

Now he had no weapon ! Now the man in the 
turban held the upper hand. With that knife, 
he could skewer Hardin in the back before he 
could get away. 

"No . . . no," he whimpered, struggling to 
his feet. "I can't die out here . . , alone and 
helpless. . . ." 

He staggered into the shadows of a big 
warehouse, stood with his back against the 
brick wall. His heart thundered and pounded. 
His hands were clammy with sweat. His head 
ached. His muscles felt jellyish. 

(Continued on inside back cover) 



MANHUNT. February. I3IH. Vol. 1. No. 5. Published monthly by Magazine Kntprnrinca. Inc.. II Fsrk Place. New York 7. N. V. Ylncrnl 
Sullivan, Publfahrr; Raymond C. Krank. Editor. Application for entry aa wound-claw mittir ii pending at the pv*t office at Atrwi, 

Ohio. Subscription lev U. S. A.. II. SO per year. Entire cuntenU copyrighted 1114* by Mug-atine Enterprise*. In«. Printed in U. S. A. 



MANHUNT 




In Tm£ MOT AMP FET1P AFRICAN JUNGLE, THE UNPEfcKRU>H KUSILES 
A* STA0? FLAGG CREEPS SlLENTLy ON HER MINION. ABOVE B 
HO? THE CRUEL. EVE? OF A GIANT GORILLA BLINK IN &£XX>-UST 
AS THEV FOLLOW HER TRAIL ALONG THE FOREST WHS AND INTO 

3£OFARPy - ~ JUNGLE" 
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LATg* THAT NlCuT, A£ THE tAOOH PlP-C 
LOW Orsl THE HORI ZON . - . 

''/ALEXIA FAULOFF 1$ ASLEEP. 
"XT WOULD P1<T"(?E$$ HIM TO 
KNOW WHAT I AM ABOUT TO 
DO TO VOL/. I" DON'T ia/ANT 
H/< PLUMPER 0i^TU(?BEO. 
GET OUT OF' BE.O . ■ . 





WILD »VlTH FUCy; UNDER - 
OJVER ClCL ATTACKS WITH 
THRESHING ARM< LEOS 
AND gEPCLOTHE^ . . , 




COT TO ACT 
FA<ST BEFORE 
PAULOFF — 
UBMZ4--THE 
NOISE" / 



[^HE-CAT/ , 
I'LL CLAW ' 
VOUI2 PRETT/ 
FACE --WHEN 
I — GET ON 







HEART FUMPlNC. UNDER- 
COVER ccv race^ for 

THE ■SHELTER Of= THB 

-rctee^. silent throat 

RUMBLINC. BAkXA THE 
GORILLA LETS- MER 
W?< .... 



FROM THE WINDOW OP THE 
8UKJCALOW A FINGER TIGHTENS 

WITH CONTROLLED HATE ON 
TH6 TRIGGER- OF A MAUSER 
RlPLE .... 



HUNT HER/ IP SHE / — > 
EVER GET'S" AWAy Hit.. 

SHE'LL PRlNC THE / 

SOUTH AFRICAN POLICE/ 

AFTER ME. ^HE kXOWS 
NOW THAT X HAVE THE", 
ROT- STEEL FORMULA/ 
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IF r CAM FOOL THE 
VOO> &/ HI PING irsl THE 
WATER, KAAVBE •SUF'il 
CALL 'FM OFF 




P^ 



/ 



7" 



--ano then 7\ AIEEZE! "> 

^ll cHARCe/ ' 



£***** 





MAMUmt 



AS- UNPEPCOVEP GIKL%: tfODy' 
HUKTLE'S COWNNaCD to be 
CCU^HeC? ON "THE RDCkST 
&EL0W, TANV** LAUCJM^; WITH 
CPUEL CLEE — ANP "HCN 

<5Tacc? reached ocrr and 

GPlP^ A LONE BU?HCC3CXV- 
INC7 ON THE CLIFFOPE .... 



7 



ha! ha! HA f CL.IHC -to TH6 

•shcus -- until. yOuR muscled 

iVEA*<EN— ANO yOUPAt-L/rr 
WiU. 0£»-»U»VEK THAT VVAy/ 

&sr just a«- «so«e/ 




£" CAN T HOLP ON - 

ANy LONceR-^/ 
piNcee<? a«e ^lippinc- 

-- CLIPPING — 



HtflZ MANP^ «LlP LOOS"£, 
ANP <TA<?«£ FLACC TAi<E*» 
THE LONG PLUNGE DOWN- 
'A«D . . . 



a ^HACcy 9ooy hurtled across empty 

>PACE — AN ARM •SNOOTS OUT ANP 
C7ATM60KT UNPeacOVEK C«L TO A HAltty' 

che^t .... 





GO AWAV--BER?«E 
ME — 'S&&Z M/ 



MRRXK — CeKK 
—ACCC-- 




ne'* cone, THANk: heavens/ 

NOW X CAN GET AWA/ AMP - - HEY/ 
IF I FOCXEP THE GoeiLLA — PERHAPS 
X COULP POOL PAULOFF TOO --AT 
LEAST LONG EUOUCH TO GET THAT 
FORMULA / 




MILK AHEAP OP UNPERCOVEf? C«?L AT 
THE JUNGLE 6UNGALOVV.. . 

THAT'S RIGHT / X -SAIP I/piPNT 
NEEP EfTHEP OP >OU AN"/ MOPE. 

>OU , PAULOFF, SERVED >OUR 
Pt/CPOSE py INVENTING THE" METAL - 

^ot >zpf&y. you, marie: — k^now 

TOO MUCH ' 
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THE jumClC P*£ThE.S->££ (&HC TO 
THE 1?EVEJ2SER AT/ON OF TWO SHOTS, 
THEN FALL £TILL A-> DEATH 




SWCW/Ly, A HAIR/ BOOy 
LANDS" WITH A THUD ATOP 
THE SLIM FORM OF TANVA 
PAKkOvA / -SHARP FANGS 
£Uf?/ TUeM&ELS/eS DEER 
IN HE(Z 'SOFT NECKT / 



BMcTkA THOUGHT SHE WAS 
r/ -$H£ STILL WORE" MV 
CLOTHED — IF X FOOLED 
HIM — SO D»D -STHE^ / 



LATER, WITH SLOW STEPS, 
(JNDEBCJOVte GlRL WALk< 
FQOM THE BUNGALOW 

OF DEATH- THE" RDT- 
-STEEL FORMULA SAFE 
FOC AMEffiCAM USE JN 
TJMC OF WEED . .-. . 
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G. MAN VCCEAM* tw 5UPPEH PANIC A-i 
U£ THZ£<&H£$ THE ZOU7 WATEZZ OF UZS 
&TTBZ, IN THE MOKTW OF ENGLANC... 



Barft 



K 









Q. MuMAN fl<M"nx/£P by a havtez as&lekJ\ 

HOTFOt tfT&trr, NOT FOB. HEEO. 01TT WITH A (XIM, 
(7MPLV PVRP09E, THE FI&igZMAN GAFF* HI*, VIC- 
TIM*... A9 H&FBOTX KJKK PWNOE9 INTO THE 
, Tp&BLEP WATBZ*. HE 8ECOA\£$ BAlt HIMSELF, FOf-\ 



UU*<L££ WGAKYINXr. THE &WIMMEK 5O0N 

f-AlT BKWHB MLP* MT£K? THE TibHT UNE I* 
KEAAOOElE**? SrTeAPlLY, HE & KBELEP IK.. 




iYLINE... AOAIM'yT m 



now, rr'» 
M LINE... A6AiN5T Hljr 
~ &!XENGTU / ANP IFTlANP 



HM, WE'LL BE ANOTHER 
VICTIM. FOR MY — . 
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Some m? latesl. in me- office atNb# 
samJuip VAX?, mriecroe &Mlp kim * 




nor yetI-but m on 

THE QtbHT IXAOC! ALL I 
WEEP TO MAKE MAM A MTEZ- 
PWELLIN6 CKEATtMZE 19 TO . 
CHANOE THE 6TCUCTUKE OF 1 




I'LL NEBP ANOTHEZ 
SUBJECT TO EXPEZiM£NT y 
OH WHILE TUIZ CHAP KE- 
VlVE'sr... H£\bH-HO! 

ANOTHEZ FI&HAI& 

EXPEDITION If 
CALLEC FOKf 



S«6 MOON C($E* MCfH INTO 7H€ 
VIL-HT fttv & JAZON C££l WiCTFf 
W THE 6HAPOW4 ANO PEEZ$ OUT.. 

A 6>IZl1—9HB WILL 00 
&PIENOIPLV... BUT 1 MUi-T 
FtZ$T IBAZN IF ~HE CAN 
SWIM ... FOZ IWV VICTIM* 

MUST HAVB NO FEAZ . 

OFvJATez! W' fk 






~Jl 



w£*m 



I'LL CW4v£ 
UPC IhfTC 
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HZZ H£AP A& $ne W&0C4- TUG 



\ Ci *C*U* THZC0BIH& m i 
HgC THZOAT, 1MB TBZXIPIBP 

&»cl ru/Hte* "rro rue colp \ 
lake mre* J 
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&£ KtftK ^TUMBLE* HE &IVE& 
t£B-L JU&T TIME ENOUGH T0 BLUP- 
3£ON M/M IWTO U*4CO*CtOUirNE&r.- 
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¥ 





3iiK< W7VZHLX IMKOwe, MM- 
ZElF A&AIH&T A TABLE Of IN- 

£TZUMEHT$... 
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(X& KieK'* SHOULPEK5 TOUCH TUB FLOOR, HE, 
LM?HB$ OUT WITH W(£ FOOT— A MAYMAKBR ?/ 





SoMe.HOue>& Lxrec, that same kxght... 
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-FA JO GUARDfNEER 



fgiLONQ THE HOT AND FIERY SANDS OF PROXIMA CENTAUR/ S 
j mJ FIRST PLANET. JET BLACK AND JAK TAL STA66ER WEAKLY. 
WITH HALF A CANTEEN OF INATfR_ WITHOUT FOOO. WITH SAKE PIRATED 
ON THEIR TRAIL, THEY FACE GRIM DEATH AND THEN REASON SEEMS 
TO SNAP' FRIENDS NO LONGER, THEY QUARREL THEMSELVES INTO... 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE INVISIBLE PIRATES // 





Reheat of 
''he centauri 
deserts /s 
stifling auo 
maddening 1 mit 
is it enou6h to 
snap mens 

flPMMS * JET 
BLACK AND JAK 
TALPOVERSOf 
THE SPACEWAVS. 
STARS OF THE 

PATROL - 
FIGHTING TCAN 
THE MAN AND 

BOY 
ADVENTURERS 
HAVE TURNED 
C'POKI EACH 

OTHER ? 
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GQlNUTES TICK BYAUO THEN ft MYSTERIOUS INVISIBLE 
GLOBE APPROACHES 3AH TAL . . . 




HE OUGHT TO KA/OUJ ABOUT THE 

PiATINUM MIHE SH/PMEMT5 .' AkIO 

HELL BE MAO EAJOU6H TO 

taw ABCfjr rue**' 




^~ RAT OAJ THE 
SPACE PATHOL ? YOU BET I 
HULL • WHAT'D THEY EVER 
DC FOP ME f A PAL JUST 

Tiyiv my water eAhiTeev 
— LEPT me rn DIB! 



ILL TAKE CARE OF YOU? I'M 
A/El/ RAM. HEAO OP THE 
INVISIBLE RI09ATB3- 

BY //SMS A SPECIAL KIKJP 
OP METAL - THAT BEMOS 
LIGHT WAVES 0EMIM& fT- 
E'/ERYTHM/G MADE OP THAT 
METAL BECOMES IMVISI8LE.' OVB 
SPACESHIPS. GLOBE - ROLLERS . 
EVEV SOME CLOTHES 
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/ START MY VIGIL ON THE 
ROOF TOR NOW. WAITING AMD - 
H0RIU6 ' I HAVE FOOD ENOUGH 
AND THESE INFRA-RED FIELD 
C- LASSES... 



HBeauwhile 
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IVB HAVE EM . \ /&HEAD OF THE FLEE/V6 PIRATE FORMA T/OA/. 
OAJTHERUfV! ) A/EV RAH FACES UA/<- TAL. 

LETS TAKE l~y~^*~*-*-^-^*rw+~,-f .■»-»-. , .-^>-»-».-v-»-»«-^- 
•£ M / / 1 MY5H/PS - SMASHED !_MY \ U/HV SHOUl D 
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ILL SVCK BARBED HOOKS \As AJEV RAN SENDS HIS SHIP LIKE ft FRIGHTENED 
IN HfM AND HANG HIM OVER \ PEER THROUGH rue AiR. JET BLACKS FLASHING E/STS 
A SLOW E/RE. IE THAT J BL AST THE JAW OF A PIRATE CAPTAIN. . 
DOESNT LOOSEN HIS 
TONGUE -HE GETS HOT J / HAN6 TIGHT TO YOL/R ]/ /\ ^AAhWFI 






$N THE DEEPEST RECESSES OF DEAD MAN CAVE . A/CV 
ran suswhps jA*r tal. Ovea* a bed o= coals : . . 
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C3*LfBUVO£D EUMBL/HG 
HELPLESSLY. JET P/W0S A 
MIRROR OMDER US HAMOS 



MUCH MORE OP THAT LIGHT 

AMD HELL BURfJ-HYEYES 

...OUT! 60TT0 DO . 

SOMETMMG.. MIRROR f 

a mirror, yes , 




WE PRE7EAJDED 70 QUARREL OAK TAL WAS- 
RESCUED' BY yOU. TOLD YOU WHERE THE 
PlATIA/UM COUVOY UJOUl D BE. 7HEM SIGHAL I ED 
HE BY INFRARED FLASHLI6HT BEAMS 7HAT 
HO QUE COULD SEE I 7HE SPACE R4TR0L M/AS 
THERE . . . RBADY FOR YOU 
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OF THE 



THE LIFELINE OF A NATION LlkE' THE UNITED STAT?; IS 

iT< GREAT MARITIME INDUSTRY SHIPS TO CAPQV frS - 

COOK AWO PEoOUCe TD THE POR75 oP THE wIoRlD AND 
TD BEING SACK VITAL. IMPORTS. WHEN ENEMy AGENTS 

tie up those -ships' gy strikes — it is unpeclarep 

WAR . AGAINST THE BURROWING RATS' OF REP 
COMMUNISM THE FEPERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION 
■STANDS" LIKE A J2AMPABT AS JIM FALLON FIG"HTS 

' THE ENEMY WITHIN!" 



A VAQK SOPv-- HURTLES DOWNWARD. A 
PCiC M-r er>JED SCREAM Cics ceow A 
COC2DED -THROAT .... 



P 




XT TOOK' A LO>WG TIME - 
PUT TONIGHT I CAUGHT 
UP IVITH VOU, FALKIGK . 




Wt4BtV. f Thll$ IS Lfk^ 
STARING INTO A MIRROR/ 
ME LOOK'S" — JUST LIKE 

ME ' 



* hai ~^^K)\ 
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TMC MOOKl PEAM5 POWM OM THE NEKV 
VOCZK" *VATEKP r «DW-r A-> TWO TlCMTLy 

LOCKED RCURE< gATTLg" CClMLV- 

WITW LlPF ITSELF TVIE 



JT'LL HIT THE WATEE 
ItftTM A PU'E --FE KZADy 
P&Z MIM vVWEM WE COME4TJ 
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£T'S THE OLD HITLER'AN IDEA OF- IW- 
PfLTRATION -SPLIT THE OTHER GO^S, 
AMP TAliE Ol^C . THE =2EPS / . 

altmouch, a Miwocrry, reallx, 
seew^ TO DOMINATE OUR COUMTRyS" 

<Mipe>iwe ey control op the 
n/tAei-rrME" uMiotjg / tweV can call 

A ^TRlkCE, CAUSE" OC« MEW TO LOSE 
PAV MAKE OUR SHIPS LIE INMA09PR 

w/uile poc?ieom boats' cex rue 

TT2APG"— / 



33= THEy HAVE SO 
MUCK POWER UOVJ- 
WHAT WDW-P 

THEy ee - able to 

DO IN CASE" OP - - 
WAR PPP 



\" 



«^ ;-*-* 







I LL CET MpM OLTT 
AP WERE". >6U'P 
g fe -T Tfcg CET A MOvfe 

ON. M'CHT WOT Be 
i-'EALTVy e=OE. MX' 
TO M'V 'W STUPP 
U"^E TU</ 



1 *-" Z] 

: want uev^. 

I'\/£ A HUNCH 
V©U AVDI **ILL 



LATER, 



IN THE FBI R6LD OFPC6- 



uece ug i<s, eov^r. *jeo 

PALklRK*. A PROVEN REO. 
iVAW-nsp R9C aoeeERy Awp 
SLACkTvlAlL . TRylNG TO 0LK"T 
OPFN LOCAL UNION 0-3S"*/ 
SO THE COMMiC? ^Viu 

COWTraSL IT 



6&rAPQ! 




WAP fc*/ eyes ow HIM a lomc time . 

CAUCMT C>P W/1TW WlM TOWICWT". NOW 
HERE'S MV "PEA -- I TAKE" HIS PLACE.' 
X LOOK" A LOT LlkTE HIM. I'LL GET ' 

into -rne cpp organization, -my 




NlCWTS LATER-- 



X PETeST MELOPRAMA 
BUT IT'S g fc l Ttr g THAT 
WOT EVEN My CLOSEST^ 
MCLPEPS kTNOkV MV 
ipgw-nTy" — / 
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ONE OF OOIZ -££- 

*COWVlNOf»JG " MEW WA£ 
-ER- ACClD&rrALLY HUNC 
THE oTNeC WlCHT. yfou 
TAKE" Hl^ PLACE , ytMJfZ 

Fie&r alignment-- to 
1 CET' OAW uM&Etay. 



umbeel/^ the 

CHlE^ Of= UNIOU 

LOCAL O -2T4 . 

HE *T 866M 

RCHTirJc the 

PARTY FOR A 
LONG TIME . I'LL 
*C£T' HIM. ALL 
»CMT / 




MEM UkE 1*1860./ STAMP 
•J OOP? WAVT ey GLIMIMATIMC 
THEM. vVfe MAkE 5URE MO 
owe opposes o*r. £t> iki 
TIME Or WAR,. WE CAM 
<MACW UNITED -STATEC 

^MiDptMc ey a iJATrowwiPe 



ANO 




»&•££ k^UCkLE^ AMD 
A k'MlFE . CACV/E 
UM0ERL>/ t/C COOP, 
THEN MAk£? SLICE Ht£ /"] 
SODy'-- »■$ NEVER RXIND-V 



*P6C/AL AC6*4T FALLON WALUg A HUNDCSEP 
CIWV— -THEN WHIRLS/ 



COT My MOTE. X-SEE. 
COOD - - LGT-iC CO 
KMeRE *VE CAN'T 8£ 
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HE'* TAKING A ff\C CHANCE. 

<o am r/ but if thk 

<TO(?y CTZEAk^ RJGMT 

I'M MASE / 



a fochorn boom£ wjll> / 
aozd6^ thg" moonlit 
vvats2£ of tme harsog. 

FEET 0EAT WOLLOW/Ly 
AGAINST THe«5COOEN 
PLAMl^l NC OF A VVHACF. .. 

T3 



CE 



^ 



GC7T TO PULL My PUNCHES. 
DON'T WANT TO HURT 
HIM. SUT THECg MAy" B£ 

(§ep Eves ^pvinc on me. 
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XT'S THE FEPERAL. 
BUREAU OF- - 

INVESTIGATION / 




Ahf* 



G£<OMO& LATER A BOPy PUUNCK 
PovVNA/ARD TOWARD THE COLD tVATEC& 

OF THE HAJ2SOC. f^AJ_LON WATlLHg'S 

KVlTH k£EN eve^ the MJNUTES 

^ ^ -f" ^ ■ ■ • W -^ 

9 HE PiPN'T COME UR 6UT TO 
MAKE «SMZE. I'LL HAVE THE WATE^" 
PKACC7ET> FOR HI? 0OPy. THE MASQUE 
IS OWE »£ «5RtECW AGENT WE WANT/ 




HE'-bT EITHEC REAP OR 

HE COT AWA/, "STOMEHOW. 
MAySE WE'LL (^NoW;-- 
.JOMe OTHER hJlCHT/ 



B= WE DP -J 

mope rrvi 
ee<iDE >-ou. 

JIM — TO TEU. 
THE W©RuC> 
ABOUT IT / 
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Royal Canadian Mounted Police 





^/hen a nhite &co ?alx4 

AMONG THE ICE I&-OOS OF THE 
ESKIMOS ANO &LO0O FLOWS AS 
THE HARPOON SP£AR€ DIG 
DOER, THE MSP PPX MOVES /V 
TO /YUEBT The THREAT QF.... 

'THE votce of the petrel! -. 



^he arctic patrol scat of the north- 
west mounts? police epaes slowly 
between tall 3anx& of tov^sf/ns 

/CEMER0S /- 





QCROSS THE SILENT STRETCHES OF THE 
/CE FLOES THE RED FOX PURSUES THE 
MURDEROUS ESKIMO.... 

WHEN HE COMES TOO NEAR, \ 




Munwr 




BOXING LESSONS COME A HANP)' FOHTA& 
A KNIFE-MAN! Th£> TEACH VOL. TO ROLL 
yOUZ HEAP AWAS FROM TROUBLE.-. 





a SMASHING FIST PRlVES THE ESKIMO'S 
FACE SlPEWyS AS OBUV/ON CLOSES 
POWN OVER THE WOULP'BE KILLER — - 




SOU CAN TALK WHENEVER \\ 
lOURE REAOV. I WANT TO 
KNOW WHAT SOT /NTO VOU--^ 
... TO THROW A SPEAR ATp 
A MQUNTlE!) 



TELLUM! 

ME NOT AFRAIO A 
REPCOAT AWX- 




THE GKEAT PETREL 

GET 1CU. GET ALL 
REPCOATS. ESKIMOS 
BE HEAP BIG POWER 
IN NORTH. TAKE 
ALL NORTHLANP 
FOR OUR OWN. ALL 
THINGS SPEAK POR^ 
HUM WHEN H£ 
WILLS IT. 



THE PETREL ? 
OH. VES. ONE 
OF THE LOCAL 
OOPS.- SAD 
TOBE AN 
AVENGING 
SPIRIT! ANP 
THINGS SPEAK 
PORHIMfHMMM 



IP A MBNTRlLOQUIST ) 
CALLING HIMSELF J 
THE PETREL IS \ 
MAKING TROUBLE *- 
IN THE ICE COUNTRY, 
I'M GONG TO TAKE 
A TRIP INLANP TO J 
CHECK— ' 



V 
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\lL0S AHEAD Of THE ARCTIC fWROL BOAT.... 



IT WAS LUCKY FOR ME WHEN I TOOK UP 
VENTRILOQUISM. THESE IGNORANT SAVA6 ES 
THINK I'M THE PETREL.. ..A 







ffiND I WAS JUST AS *UCK* 'HE DAI Z 

Came to the north t J 






fMSPEC/ALlS WHEN ' MET NANO~LAK, 
TH£ ESKIMO-- ■ 



THIS NANO-LAK'S LAND. 
YOLI NOT HUNT OR 
PISH H ERE f J 
— ^ — 






OP COURSE I ^Q_ 
SPOKE. ALL TH>N6$± 



~s _ 



why. 



I WOULDN'7 

HURT THAT* 

MAN.' 



-/". 




yOU ARE THE 
PETREL, THE 
GREAT ONE' 

\FOR6lVE A\E,OH 

I MASTER! 1 DID 

ACT KNOW. A^L 

THIS LAND IS 

-iOuRS. I AM 

yours... 



TAKE MB 
TO 
YOUR 

people! 



i 



. 



®5 HE CEASES TO REMMSCE 
AND TILTS THE BOX, A FLOW 
OF GOLDEN NUGGETS 
POURS INTO MARTIN 
GANDER'S OUTSTRETCHED 
PALM — .\ 



1 NOW I HAV£~\~ 
'EM BRINGING ME ALL ^HE 



GOLD THERE IS AROUND 




X 



r Z'VE MADE 'EM GO OUT \ 
AND KILL AND ROB FOR 
ME. I HAVE A SECRET J 
CACHE OP FURS TO GO \ 
WITH MY GOLD. PRETTY S. 
SOON I'LL 3E R/CH ENOUGH] 
TO SO BACK TO THE SOUTH) 
....AND CN/L/Z AT/QN fj 




MANHUNT 



QcEP SLED-AuNNEftS 
S- O/NG EASUf ACROSS 
THE SNOW ~-E SCAZLE 
RlPE/Z OF THE SNOWS SMNfS 

DOWN INTO ESKIMO COUNT**. 



"IF 



A MOUNTlEf Oh-OH.'THATS\ 
NOT 50 GOOO. IF HE STAZTS^ 
ASK \3 QUESTIONS OF 



> THE ESKIMOS, m 
WHAT'S ^^~ 




<\OH 



dlKE A PAKT OF UGHTNI/N0, 
A rlAJZPOON SPEAR 

flashes i* the arctic 
sunlight.— 



3^ASTEO REPCOATf I'LL CUT VOU TO Q 
RlBBONS ANP FEED you TO THE SEALS.' 



GOT TO GET 
ME, F/ZSTfJ 




SA1 yOL'R LAST PRATERS f \ 




[CT/r/y ONE HAM? ON THE EPGE Of- 
ICE FLOE, REP FOX FLASHES HH 



OF THE 
S OTHER 
HAA/P FORWARP AMP CLOSES IT DOWN 
ON THE VENTRILOQUIS T'S LEG... 

COME ON in..: 

^ THE WATER'S 




VfrRESHING, CHURNING THE 3UBBLING 
WATER TO A ROIL, THE RED FOX AND THE 
FALSE PETREL BATTLE TO THE DEATH.... 



MAN HUNT 

VSnTiL THE SCARLET RVER OF THE SNOW* 



BATTERS HIS OPPONENT'S HEAD AGAINST 
AN OUTCROPPiNG OF SOL/O ICE—- 



. IN TIME. •> 
MY LUNGS ARM... 




]Mll that night alone and called from 
the icy waters of the arctic sea, the 
red fox forsees his doom..-. 



NO USE- 
s COUGH- 
DON'T HAVE 
A CHANCE 
TO.- FREE 
MYSELF... 
* COUGH 5 
NOW I'M 
EVEN LOSING 
...MY VOICE- 
ON ACCOUNT 
OF THAT... 
C0LDWA7SR.. 



NE 




'NO THE ) I EVERYTHING'S SET! 700 BAD 
'XT PAY..// I DON'T H*VE A SPIRIT OR A 
GOO TO THROW A VO/CE FOR 
ME... SAY/ MAYBE... MAYBE... IT x 
MIGHT WORK, AT THAT ff 




MANHUNT 



\M MARTIN GANDER APPROACHES, THE 
BOUND ANP TIED REP FOX MOCKS AMP 
TAUNTS HIM. tET EVEN UNPBR HIS 
SHARPEST SNEERS, THE PETREL REMAINS 
SILENT f s. 



HELLO, THERE, VENTRlLOQUI'. 



TOO BAD yoWRE GOING BACK TO JAIL MJ. 
ME. BUT THEN, A STUP/P CROOK LIKE 
yOLI ALWAYS MAKES SOME SORT OP A 
MISTAKE/ 




HO, PEOPLE OP THE ESKIMO? yPUK *gTX£t 
HAS LOST HIS POWER. HE jS GOD A 
NO LONGER. ASK HIM IF THE THINGS > 
AROUND WILL TALK FOR HIM. ASK HM 
..-.ASK MM* 




yOU HAVE LAMNGiTtSf SAME AS I 
HAVE / yOURS IS WORSE. THOUGH.... < 
iOU CAN'T TALK AT ALL —ANP THERE- 
FORE you CAN'T THROW YOUR VOICE IIV 
VE/VT8ILOQU1SM / 




REP FOX SPEAKS TRUE WORDS. NOTHING 
SPEAKS FOR THE PETREL / VOU TAKE < 
HIM WITH YOU, R£P FOX.— AND WE WILL 
PAy FOR THE EVIL PEEPS WE HAVE DOVE! 




§OM£ PAMS LATER, M/ SIGHT 
OF FORT SIMPSON--. 



AS OUR MOTTO J yEAH, you 
READS, -A~J GOT M£. 3LT\ 
MOUNTIE \> I'LL SEVER 
ALWAyS SETS J L'MCEKSTAND 

his man. 'rf wnyj got 

LARyNG/T/5 
*&\t if 30 SAD AH p - 

i#t i^KyoLj piPNTi 



\La 



OH, THAT WAS easy N 

WHILE WE FOUGHT LIMOER J 
WATER. I WAS STEADILY < 
AIMING AT... A^P CHOKING \ 

you on... .you* aoa#\'s k 

APPLE/ A FEW APPLICAWOVS 
OF FINGERS ANP FIST ANP 
yPU COULDN'T HAVE 7ALKEP 

' ANyHOW...£VSN /P yOUHADHT 

BEEN JN ICy WATER/ 





made""" %fg 




ORDER COUPON — MAIL TODAY btPL * t>05 
MARK) SALES CO. - 77 Louis* St. - Brooklyn 18, N.T. 

Send ■• the saddle type wallet number at the 

apeclel price of only $1.98 postage prepaid. I ma 
enclosing Boney order _, cash _. ( If more than 1 
wallet is ordered, please denote numbers wanted ) 



Addrut 

ai,J Slate... 



"Got to . . , get away . . . from him. Can't 
do it . . . just by running. That devil in back 
of me has the constitution of an ox. He's a 
trained killer. Ming Tei wouldn't send an 
amateur. He's probably one of the best. . ." 

He listened. Only the sighing of the night 
wind rattling the rigging of a docked fishing 
smack answered his straining ears. Water 
lapped against a piling. A foghorn boomed, 
thoooon-thoooon, somewhere out on the water. 

Feet! 

He could hear them coming down the alley. 
Loud, noisy feet. Not — bare feet! 

"You!" bellowed a voice. "Hey, you! I see 
you. Answer me. can't you?" 

Light blinded him. etched him in brightness 
with his back against the wall. A flashlight, 
in the hands of — a policeman! 

Evan Hardin giggled in hysterical relief. 
He panted, "Don't mind me, officer. I'm just 
... a little sick, that's all." 

The bluecoated patrolman came forward 
suspiciously, his nightstick in his hand. He 
lowered the light, but its indirect beam still 
showed Evan Hardin to him clearly. The 
policeman was searching him with his keen 
eyes. 

"You do look done in," the officer said 
kindly, "Why not walk along with me? Maybe 
the fresh salt air will snap you out of it." 

"A good idea, officer. A swell, wonderful 
idea." 

Rubbing his cheek, the officer looked at 
Hardin quizzically. He murmured, "If it's 
pulling my leg you are — " 

"No, officer. I mean it. In case I had another 
attack of sickness, you know, you*d be 
there. . ." 

Mollified, the bluecoat smiled and moved on. 
He put his feet down solidly, protectively. 
Evan Hardin smiled to himself. The killer 
wouldn't have a chance to get him now. He'd 
walk the rounds with the cop, let the cop 
see him into a taxi. He'd press a sawbuck into 
the driver's hand and tell him to hit the 
bright lights on his way home. The Black 
Cult killer wouldn't dare strike at him where 
he would be seen, and cornered. 

Side by side, the policeman and the ex- 
plorer walked along the warehouse sidewalks. 
They passed under street lamps, moved along 
cobblestone streets. 

Twice Hardin looked back, and saw no one. 

A third time he glanced back — 

A half-naked man was padding into dark 
shadows. On his head he wore a turban. In 
his hand was a glittering knife, the knife of 
a thousand cuts, the knife of KuFan. Hardin 
saw the man grin, saw the white and even 
teeth in the swart face; even as the man, 
knowing Hardin was watching, ran a blunt 
fingertip down the keen edge of the knife- 
blade that was sharp as the finest razor made. 

"Huh? Whazzat?" asked the cop. 



Hardin realized he had made choking 
sounds low in his throat. An idea occurred to 
him. He caught at the bluecoat's arm and 
whispered. "Someone — following us . . . over 
there in the shadows!" 

"He is, is he?" growled the patrolman. 
"One of those skulkin' crooks who's waitin 
until I make my rounds, an" then he'll slip 
into a warehouse an' loot to his heart's con- 
tent. Well, he won't!" 

The officer pulled his service revolver. He 
ran into the shadows. He hunted where the 
turbaned man should be — and was not. The 
policeman came back scowling. 

"Nobody there. I looked all over. You must 
be gettin" an attack again. Let's move on an' 
finish my rounds, then I'll see you safely to a 
cab." 

Evan Hardin sighed with relief. He said. 
"That's fine." 

They went together for three blocks, then 
the policeman turned right and moved out 
onto a wharf where there was nothing but pale 
moonlight. The cop whistled cheerfully and 
swung his nightstick. His happiness and con- 
tentedness communicated themselves to Har- 
din. He felt cheery, laughed at his worries. 
Why. tomorrow morning, this would be like 
a bad dream! 

A motorboat chugged out on the water, 
heading toward the wharf. A flashlight waved, 
signalling. 

The cop said, "A patrol boat. Harbor patrol. 
Hello, out there!" 

"Who's there? Kelly?" 

"Kelly it is." 

"Come aboard, Jim. The comissioner sent 
word to get you down to his office to identify 
a man. We'll pick you up, take you in. . ." 

Even Hardin whispered, "No . . . no . . . don't 
leave me !" 

Kelly was cheerful. "Sure, you'll be all 
right. I'd take you with me, only orders is 
orders, you know." 

Hardin watched the boat pull in, watched 
Kelly jump aboard. Fascinated, he saw the 
boat leave bubbles in its wake as it chugged 
away from the wharf. Standing there, he 
sweated. He had to go back the whole length 
of the wharf ... go back to that man . . . 
alone and unprotected. 

He started to run. His feet made slapping 
sounds. His breath sobbed in his throat. His 
forehead beaded with sweat. He ran the length 
of the wharf, raced onto the sidewharf that 
led to the street. 

He was still running as the man in the 
turban stepped out of the shadows and threw 
the knife. 

The blade made a soft sound going into 
Hardin's back, up to the hilt. He crumpled and 
fell, and rolled over twice. 

When he stopped rolling, he was dead. 
THE END 



tfVOV I E FANS / JOC PA LOO K A FAHS.' Ft G M T F A N _ , 

WORLD'S CHAMPIONSHIP BATTLE! 
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This Terrific film Now 
New Filmatic Movie Viewer 



k tuffc a ifcow ! Never wdi o flHilTI t*<lmi*ely - for m fint tin* - tee 
row new NIMATK J»OVIC V1EWIK. Wotoh Km World' i gfcuii^iiiii •oloa.a and rJUJIf 

Humphrey taring thote might) haymokert — the 
torn* Humphrey, Joe't good pal now the innocent 
tool of rocketotrv Whof a battle t Whot lodci I What 
grit! And ohl what o big final svrpriie kayo. Here 
ii a film you hhI cant awn. In joy il now I While 
you con gel H without eitto coitl Tfck oil ilea 
movie — on finest 16- mm. film - if included 
without charge with eoch new FILMATIC 
MOVII VIIWH. Think of il. for only SI .00, 
you ion hove o wonderful movie show < 
complete I Alwoyt ready . . . right 
yevr bond ... foe fun ony time I 




'New FILMATIC 

needs no screen 
...no batteries 
...no electricity 

a whole movie 
outfit in Itself 



CAMMt IN VOO« POCKtti OPIRATt WITH ONt HANDI 

Stan your tlUUTK thaw wit* pnt o flap ef yew linger . «aWr Mm awe 
Nothing lo wort ! Ha m«. homed parti la get out ol order I four FIUWTK it 
the world's, t.neit auiomam movie viewer . , . wit* e lufnrfine ground lent . a 
.durable ohnlH nu yea a he preua all le the fail al year oawd la awn the FDJeUtK MOVM VtrWBtl 




3 COM»lfTI FILMS -66 PICTUKU 

•earn yoar FrLnUTK. mora lun with rim thiilling (hcmpKwOiip liqhi Mm. Three urn 

^ plete tawa-fre taimaa treht arrturrs, Act MOWI Dan" I delay I Tate OeWlaae mm 

after ef the nen riUUTK MOM Wtetl and M10CM (MUmUKSm 

RIM - bath tor only 11.00 Uu gvi Ff.lt, m long m they Inl, on avteorophed 

«kel picture of the World', Hrevywriyhl CtlBmBlon lee Poleeko — lar year per 

rererd. ThH n e reafty tematiaaol onV made «.* on .ronciod awney-back 

I We ho - yea cor new, at aace, enjoy tan. ranrhmj IMUTK tnaete dm 

rlli ng O ttnJl 



Inarm I»«1IK m»i tar aa) raa a* aan da rilOOU 
■ntk.ik.iWM uanw a" II ■ ■ ad aaamrf 
laaWIK taj aw*, rav. - I « r u. >* >M -hHUte. 
raor cm i larhini »« Ma lav a yea la all eta 



O r m ill h> raa*. •*>• I oa bay m • ietl 
w» I aaJ Ha a I dm a. ad atavj a* padaw aa. laata 
a a !»._. 



I Ml I llUtl 

ana* a deaji in mpr I 

ii — eawetd I aw am rejuhc I 

laaalajwaaajraavi I 



fOeS-OA, fr?*f*fT 




Aed.e** 

aw) 



To-. 



